On the untimely Death of Mr. Benjamin Dod, late Linen-Drapel 
in Cornhill, pho unfortunately fell from bis Horſe, ron from 
Oxford, on Fryday the 7th of June, 1706. 


In A NS W ER to his laſt Will and Teſtament lately publiſh d. 


FN TTEND, while ! ts the fall, 
Both young and old both wu and ſmal 
' Ot Pod the Linen-Draper, w 
Did loſe his Lite a while ago. 
By falling from a ſturdy Horte, 
we all his Friends are bound to Curſe ; 
uſe the plaguy ſtumbling Tit, 
Fell own as 1n a drunken Fit. 
And gave no Warning to his Maſter, 
Who little thought of ſuch Diſaſter. 
Had he not heard of ſuch another, 
From a dear Friend and choſen Brother. 
Who that ſame day was ſerv'd juſt ſo, 
By a miſchievous Hoy Gee wo. 
Which put h m into ſuch a dread, 
He thought tizmſelf as good as Dead. 
And with a trembling thus he ſaid, 
Tul be my Fate 1 am afraid, 
To fall as Mr. Hurt has doxe, 
And loſe my Life as I go home. 
Which by Mis fortune came to paſs, 
As he was riding o'er the Graſs. 
According to his fatal Gueſs, 
He dyed with pain in fad Diſtreſs, 
Which coming to his Siſters Ear, | 
She fell down dead with Grief and fear, 
And thus three Friends in one day fell, 
Tho' in the Morning ſafe and well. 
Thus may we ſee how Providence, 
Can ſuddenly his Frowns diſpenſe. 
But leaſt his Friends ſhould take it il 
I won't forget his lawful L I. 
I mean the late unhappy D O D, 
Whoſe Teſtament was very odd. 
Cry'd round the City by the Mob, 
As well by Grace, Sue, Frank and Bob; 
As Luſty Prue, Fact, Tom and Nell, 
; Becauſe They ſaw the Paper ſell. 


25 7 Near why it ſhould be thus Expos d, 
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But that in courſe it muſt be fo. 
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or Non-con R—— gue, or Obſervator. 
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The Riddle is not yet diſclos d. 
However, ſince tis paſt my skill, 

To make another ſuch a W 7 L L; 

j 1] only try to make comment, 

On this odd i and Teſtainent. 

I meddle not with Money given, 

Or, whether he is gone to Heaven. 

Or other place of Purging Souls, 

in ſtrange unknown obſcure Holes. 
Where Lurking Sinner hids his Head, 
And there's refin d among the Dead. 
3efore he dares to ſtand the Teſt, 

Ir hope to come to any reſt. 

| only hint at ſome few Items, 
And under tavour here do write em. 
The fiſt of which among the reſt, -— 
ſo make of Dying Men a Jeſt. 
Which I am very loath to do, 


For drinking health to dying Souls, 
n Carnal Wine and Earthly Bowls. 

To ſpeed her in its haſty flight, 

la Travel to Eternal Light 

No Heritick, nor Low- Church Wige 

Muſt tee the Cheat of our Religion, 

No Presbyterian Moderator, 


E PIT A PI 
© Ere lies a Relick of the Pope. 
Whoſe WIL L declare: 7 7s future hope 
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— High- Church be lov'd yet hated Low, 


Es But where he's gone, tig hard to know. 


Candles and Croſſes, were his only Guide, 
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He lid by ſuch, but very C roſly 4 d. 


